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“Hey Justin; Maya home?” 


It was early in the morning when Yosuke came knocking at Justin’s door. It wasn’t 
unusual for Yosuke to stop in the morning to chat it up with Maya or to ask her out 
to do whatever it was those two did alone, though usually it was during the 
weekend and not a school day. Not that it was any different for Justin; he refused to 
leave Maya alone in this house when she was this sick, so he hadn’t been going to 
school as of late. Chie had called him up to bitch him out on a couple of occasions, 
but she was more than understanding once he explained the situation to her. She 
had stopped by once or twice to check up on the two, usually with a couple cans of 
soup as much as Justin objected to that. He wasn’t sure if she was doing it because 
she honestly thought it would help or because she just wanted to be a smartass. If it 
were the former, well Justin appreciated the gesture, but it really wasn’t neccesary 
and he didn’t want her spending her own money on Maya like that. Justin would find 
a way to make ends meet. If it was the latter, well, it was working. He couldn’t tell 
whether he should laugh or be furious about that, but he couldn’t debate that the 
smartassery meter was really high up there. That was beside the point though; Chie 
always came after school to check up on Maya’s condition; Yosuke was doing it in 
the morning. And from the looks of it, he was wearing his uniform so it wasn’t like 
he was just skipping school. Seemed like some pretty odd timing to want to check 
on Justin’s sister. But then, was there ever a bad time to be in love? 


“Well yeah. Didn’t Chie tell you?” Justin questioned with curiosity. He hadn’t really 
spoken much about Maya’s illness with everyone, though everyone was aware she 
was sick. Last Yosuke had seen her though she seemed alright, if a little tired. 
That’s probably because he didn’t see what she was like once she got back home 
and collapsed on the couch in pain. He was under no illusion that Maya’s condition 
was as bad as it was now. If he knew, well, he’d probably have to get forced out of 
Justin’s house in the darkest hours of the night, he’d be that afraid to leave her 
bedside. All the same, Justin was only surprised that Chie didn’t pass that 
information along to all of their friends; it was kind of important in a way. Maya 
needed the support of her friends and family to hang in there, even if Justin hadn’t 
quite caught on to that. She was in a lot of pain sure, but Justin didn’t think it was 
that bad that she was in any real danger. She hadn’t gotten hurt in the television or 
anything, and unless somehow her shadow’s head being blown off was causing 
Maya some pain where the shadow resided in her heart, nothing about that side 
should be causing her the grief and sickness she was experiencing right now. She 
had already developed immunity to the fog and shit on the other end after all; it 
wasn’t like she hadn’t gone through the screen on several occasions without so 
much as a sneeze. “She’s upstairs in bed right now trying to burn off whatever it is 
she caught.” 


“In bed? I-I thought she slept on the couch.” Yosuke questioned with curiosity, 
folding his arms across his chest as he stared at Justin with great curiosity and 
confusion. He never did approve of Maya sleeping on the couch, though he did 
understand the necessity of her sleeping there. This house only had one bed, so 
unless they wanted to bunk, which Yosuke wasn’t entirely unconvinced Maya would 
be opposed to, someone needed to take the couch. Yosuke was only pissed that 
Justin won the right to the bed. It wasn’t like Justin wanted the bed of course; he 
could sleep on the floor with a soft enough blanket, but Maya WAS insistent about 
him staying upstairs with all his possessions, about not being a burden on his daily 
schedule. Why Maya would ever believe herself to be a burden to Justin, he wasn’t 
sure, but it wasn’t like this was a new thing either. She always was concerned about 
being a burden to the people she loved; it kind of concerned Justin in a way. 
Everything she did, deep down she was afraid of hurting someone. That was no way 
to live. Justin groaned a bit with confirmation, partially because he didn’t like the 
obvious negative portrayal of Justin Maya had allegedly been spreading around, 
partially because you know shit was getting worse when Justin had to start adapting 
his entire schedule and lifestyle just so she was a little more comfortable in her 
illness. Shit was going down, and it scared Justin to admit he didn’t know what. 


“Her condition’s been getting worse... | Know Kanji and Rise said it got worse before 
it got better for them after they accepted their shadow, but... | don’t know. This 
seems like too much to just be her body trying to work around the infection.” Justin 
recapped with concern. He wanted nothing more in the world at this point in time 
than to see his sister get better, but he had very little confidence in that it seemed. 
He had tried everything, and no doctor could tell him what was wrong unless they 
actually got a look at her. And she was very vocally against that as much as Justin 
tried to explain to her that the pain wasn’t going to stop until she got some medical 
help. Some fears just couldn’t be let go, even in the face of demise from the seems 
of it. Justin would like to say he understood, but when he was so afraid of climbing 
stairs, hell still was to this day, and had to climb thousands of thousands of barbed 
wire lines stairs... he had to wonder if she was just being stubborn by this point. He 
had seen the bigger picture and swallowed his fears for just a brief frame in time... 
why couldn’t she? Yosuke’s eyebrows shot up immediately with a combination of 
great shock and concern. He had no idea her condition was getting worse, and in 
that regard he was incredibly pissed off at Justin. Dammit, why didn’t he tell Yosuke 
about this? This was his friend, no, his best friend and the girl of his dreams Justin 
had been talking about here; this was something he deserved to know. 


“What?” Yosuke remarked bluntly with annoyance, eyes wide with concern as Justin 
let the news slip. Oh he was pretty pissed off at Justin for not telling anyone about 
this, but he supposed at the very least Justin was trying to help Maya the best he 
could, so he couldn’t be too furious at the man. Still, this was a big deal to him, so 
the moment Justin had broke the news to him... well... he panicked like any good 
friend would under such conditions. Panicking was probably just going to make it 


worse if Maya heard or saw him like this, but at the very least it showed he cared 
deeply about the girl, so much so he was so begot with worry he couldn’t even think 
straight. “I-| didn’t think she was that bad. She hadn’t been showing up to work so | 
thought maybe something was going on b-but... Jesus man, why wouldn’t you tell 
me!” He shouted with anger before pushing right by Justin, storming into the house. 
He wasn’t going to let him stop Yosuke from making sure Maya was alright, that 
was for damn sure. Justin wasn’t necessarily okay with Yosuke just barging in; 
especially when Justin had no problem letting him in fora moment to check in on 
Maya. They were good friends after all, and maybe she just needed a good friend 
right about now. 


“Hey, hey! You’re gonna get mud all over the floor!” Justin remarked semi- 
sarcastically, semi-angrily. He didn’t give a damn about mud on a hard wood floor; 
that would come out with a little bit of soap and water. He was pretty pissed that 
Yosuke just kind of stormed in like he owned the place. Spoilers, he didn’t. Well 
regardless, Yosuke was very quick to find the stairs up to the bed room where Maya 
currently resided, which was strange because he had only been to this house like 
twice. Justin didn’t think he had the layout of the house memorized by now. Perhaps 
he failed to recognize that the stairs were literally across from the front door and in 
plain view of anyone who walked into the house. Justin sighed before creeping up 
the stairs behind Yosuke, making sure he didn’t do anything that would disturb 
Maya in his epic quest to make sure the girl of his affection was safe and sound in 
the confines of Justin’s sheets. He slowly and silently pushed the door open, peeking 
through the crack of the door to lay eyes on Maya. He was damn glad he didn’t kick 
the door in as thankfully for once Maya was fast asleep without so much as a sound. 


“Jesus, she looks sick as a dog...” Yosuke muttered to himself as he slowly closed 
the gap between him and the bed, carefully taking a seat along the foot of the bed 
rest So as not to move the bed enough to wake her. She was sprawled across a vast 
majority of the mattress’s mass, one arm nearly hanging off the edge of the bed, 
the other clinging tightly to the pillow beneath her head, and her legs balled up so 
that her knees were reaching up to her chest. You could tell just from her posture 
she wasn’t having the most pleasant of sleeps, though it was comfortable enough 
that she was able to drift away and escape the pain of the physical world for just a 
brief moment of her life. Her skin was fairly pale too, which was saying something of 
a girl who normally had a pale skin tone, her flesh almost as white as a ghost. It 
really made the red freckles along the bridge of her nose stand out. At the moment 
her skin was almost a light blue in appearance, which greatly concerned Yosuke and 
Justin knowing damn well what else had a blue skin tone: a corpse. She was fine of 
course, her chest was still inflating in and out as she breathed in the stale air of 
Justin’s bedroom, and she did make a couple of groans as she squirmed around 
under the sheets. At most it was just a sign that her sickness was straining he body 
and willpower to great extents. “And | thought Yu was bad...” 


“Wait... Yu’s sick too?” Justin questioned as he leaned against the door frame to his 
bed room. He knew Yu was really torn up about Nanako, but he was under no 
impression that Yu was sick. And he wasn’t in the strictest definition of the word; he 
was Still able to walk around and talk and shit, but he was so indulged in his sorrow 
and grief that it was clearly taking a toll on his health. His skin was pale and he 
could feel his stomach twisting in fiery knots every day he woke up to his empty 
home. And of course, he refused to do anything with the Investigation Team since 
he was always too busy at the hospital. You know it was bad when even Dojima was 
telling him to worry less, and this was his daughter that was sick and confined to 
bed for well over a week now. So while he wasn’t stuck in bed or anything, it was 
clear the guy was sick to his stomach with worry and regret. That was pretty damn 
sick by Yosuke’s definition. 


“Come on man, you’ve seen what he’s like at the hospital. He’s making himself sick 
worrying about her.” Yosuke clarified slightly. It sounded to him that Justin just 
didn’t quite share the same idea of what qualified as sick. Justin wouldn’t argue that 
Yu was going to make himself sick mind you, but he wasn’t quite there yet in his 
mind. But then, part of the reason he said that was that Maya was so sick his entire 
definition of sick had been warped by all of this. How could anyone truly call 
themselves sick after observing what Maya had been going through with whatever 
it was she had managed to catch. Yosuke sighed a bit, turning his gaze back down 
to Maya. It was a shame she wasn’t awake; he felt like he needed to say something 
to her, just give her some sense of hope as she lied there in her bad drowning in her 
agony; but he refused to wake her just because talking to her would make her feel 
better .Why? Because while he’d like to pretend talking to her was just to comfort 
her and make sure she was alright, he was actually doing it for himself. He just 
wanted to know she was strong enough to even communicate with him, that she 
could pull through this. Maya didn’t need hope; he did. 


“Great, every fucking one is getting sick. | thought that solving this damn case 
would by the end of all this shit.” Justin mumbled angrily to himself. Maya, Nanako, 
Yu, Dojima... He thought catching Namatame meant they could all go forth with 
their lives and leave the Midnight Channel behind them, but in the end, how could 
they say all their worries were gone when this had come out of all their trails. T'was 
the price to pay for success he assumed, but perhaps the price to pay was too high. 
Justin just had to assume that whatever deal it was they had made, it would come 
to a close soon before they had to sell something far more valuable to them than 
their health or their faith. Justin sighed, shaking his head a bit. He had so much to 
worry about without Maya doing this crap to him; he was going to have to give her a 
good talking to about getting sick when she had appointments to keep once she got 
better. Yeah, it was kind of douche, but Justin and Maya always purposely acted like 
dicks to each other, exchanging jabs and insults the way any brother and sister 
would. It was all in good humor after all, so they usually left the encounter laughing. 
Except that one time Justin pointed out how Maya was staring at Kanji’s junk. Maya 


made sure to let him know she was pissed for a good long while after that. “...You 
should probably get going to class. Don’t worry, she’s in good hands.” Justin 
reassured Yosuke as he tried to get him out the front door and to school. He’d have 
plenty of time to make sure she was doing alright once school was dismissed. 


“Just hang in there, Maya.” Yosuke whispered to the girl as Justin urged him to 
leave. He didn’t want to leave, but Justin was right; he did have other 
responsibilities to attend to, and it wasn’t like Maya was going anywhere anytime 
soon... at least... he prayed to god he wouldn’t. He passed his sympathetic, pained 
gaze Maya’s way, even knowing that she couldn’t see him. But he could see her, 
and perhaps that was the problem. Normally when he looked at Maya his heart just 
sunk into itself with a sensation he couldn’t quite explain. He’s like to say it was 
affection, and he’d probably be right, but he couldn’t quite say for sure. Now 
though... now staring at Maya with that pale skin curled up in that near fetal 
position... he couldn’t find any joy in this. Only pain and regret. Regret that she not 
only had to go through this, but regret that he couldn’t do a damn thing to help her. 
She refused medical help, and he understood exactly way, perhaps minus the part 
about her father. Why did she have to be so stubborn? Why did she have to do this 
to him? Why did she have to play games with his heart? 


He slowly began to get up from his spot along the bed, following Justin as he made 
his way down the stairs to open the front door, but as he did, he could feel himself 
being stopped by a rather odd sensation. He froze up with fear as he shot his eyes 
down towards his hand. In her half asleep daze, Maya had extended her arm out 
and wrapped fingers around Yosuke’s hand. She was asleep so she wasn’t quite 
aware of it, but | think somehow, somewhere in the realms of her dreams, she was 
blissfully aware of what her body was subconsciously doing if not somewhat 
ashamed and scared. Yosuke just stared at his hand for a moment, his heart 
beating insanely fast as she clinged to him the way one would their pillow after a 
hard night of drinking. It almost hurt to have her skin touch his like this, even 
knowing how much he wanted it. His eyes passed one last gaze around the room as 
he removed his hand from her grip. Justin was already downstairs waiting for 
Yosuke to get the hell out of his house... 


Perhaps it was for that reason Yosuke felt safe enough to give Maya slight peck on 
the forehead before rushing down the stairs. Maya simply smiled a bit as he ran 
away, not consciously aware of what was going on, but feeling her heart skip a beat 
all the same. 


